Chapter III

SOME REFLECTIONS ON
SHAKESPEARE'S DRAMATURGY

Of the making of books about William Shake-
speare and his works there is virtually no end.
The cry is, still they come. Within living memory
enough of them has been written to stock a good-
sized library. Already the weaty reviewer has
grown restive beneath the steady downpour, and
moans of protest rend the air. There is a certain
irony in the situation, for, notwithstanding the
microscopic examination to which Shakespeare's
plays and poems have been subjected, not all that
could be sensibly and usefully written about them
has been written. Only a few morsels of bread
have accompanied the abundant flow of sack. I
am here giving voice to certain reflections thrust
upon me not so very long ago by a curious
personal experience, A casual remark made by
that distinguished actor, Mr John Gielgud, in
the course of an interview published in The
Observer in May 1936, sowed seeds in my mind,
which, through chancing to find congenial soil,

39